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Loues Labour s loft* 

Faiih infringed : which fuch zcale did fweare. 

How will he fcorne? how will he fpend his wit 
How will he triumph, leape, andlaugh at it ? 

For all the wealth that cuer I did Ice, 

I would not haue him know fo much by me. 

Bere. Now ftep I forth to whip Hypocrific. 

Ah good my Licdge, I pray thee pardon me. 

Good heart. What Grace baft thou thus to reproue 
Thefcwormes for louing, that art moft in louej 
Your eyes doc ftiake mo couches in your tearcs. 

There is no certaine Princelle that appeares. 

You’ll not be periur’d, ’ti* a hatefull thing ; 

Tufli, none but Minftrels like of Sonneting. 

But are you not aiham’d ? nay, are you not 
All three of you, to be thus much ore’lhot ? 

You found his Moth, the King your Moth did fec i 
But I a beanie doc finde in each of three. 

O what a Scene of fool’ry haue Ifeene. 

Of lighes, of grones, of forrow, and of teene ; 

0 me, with what drift patience haue I far. 

To fee a Kingtranformed to a Gnat l 

To fee great Hercules whipping a Gigge, 

And profound <SWfi>»«>»tuning alygge ? 

And 2^>/orplay atpuflj-pin with the Boyes, 

-A nd Critiche Timors laughat idle toy lcs. 

Where liesthy griefe ? O tell me good ‘Vumaine.i 
And gentle Longauill, where lies thy paine ? 

And where my lliedges all about thebreft: 

A Candle hoa / 

Kin. Too bi tter is thyieft. 

Are wee betrayed thus to thy oucr-view ? 

Bcr Not you by me, but I betrayed to you, 

1 that am honcft,I that hold it finne 
Tobreakethevow I amingagedin, 

I am betrayed bykeeping company 
With men, like men of inconftancie. 

When (hall you fee mewrite a thing in rime i 
Or gronefor Ioane ? or fpend a minutes time. 

In pruning mee, when (hall youhcarcthatl wiUpraife 
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Lorn Labours loft . 

foot; a face, an eye; agate, a ft ate, a brow; abreft, a waft e, a 

Ie£gc,alimme. 

Kin. Soft, Whither a-way fo faft ? 

A true man, or a theefe, that gallops io. 

Ber I poll from Loue, good Louer let me go. 

Snter laquenetta and C ! owne* 

Iaque. God Meffe the King. 

Kin. What prefent haft thou there ? 
flow. Some certaine treafon. 

Kin. What makes treafon here? 

Clo. Nay it makes nothing fir. 

Kin. Ifit marrc nothing neither. 

Thetreafon and you goein peace away together. 

Iaque. I bcfccch your Grace let this Letter be read. 

Our perfon roif-doubtsit: it was treafon he faid. 

^ Kin. Berowtte s read it ouer. He reads the Lettero 

Kin. Where hadft thou it ? 

Iaque. Of Cofiard * 

King. Where hadft thou it ? 

Co ft - Of Dun Adramadio , c Dun tAdrimadio. 

Kin. Hownow, whatisinyou? whydoft chouteareit? 

Ber. AtoyrayLiedge, a to* ; your grace needcs not eareir.' 
Xong.lt didmoue hiratopa(fion,-md therefore lets heare it. 
Dutv. Ttis Berownes writing, ahd hecre is his name. 

5 fr. Ah you whorefon logger head you were borne to doe me 
fhame. 

Guilty my Lord, guilty : I confelTc, I confefle. 

Kin, What? 

Ber. That you three fooles, lackt mec foele, to make vp the 
meffe. 

He, he, and you ; and you my Licdge, and I, 
A.epickc-purfcsinloue, and we deferueto die. 

O difmiftc this audience andl (hall tell you more. 

Dum. Now the number is euen. 

Berow. True rue, wearefourc : will tbefcTurtles be gone 
Kin. Hence firs, away. 

Clo. Walkafidc the true folke,and let the traytorsftay. 

B er , Sweet Lords, fweet Loucrs, O let vs imbrace, 

F ' A* 


